As the Crow Flies 


Look north, square Blackness 
Castle slips under the edge of a hill 
into the Firth. Looking back, 
the tower leans over top 
our eye-sockets, 
a circular platform 
below; above of course sky. 


Have you tried to scan 

the inner slope around your eye? 

A purple fuzzy line, 

it is hard to search back to front 

into your brain, 

never-mind 

what is to come of you. 


Friends are still running round 
the crunch of beige 
angular chippings, planting craters 
of sound, moving outward, 
with every footstep. 

But 1 have stopped, aged nine, 

offering an index finger, and fore 

as presidential Braille support. 

ft slowly runs along following 

lines on a brass plaque, 

smoother where weather-worn and black 

paint stays, catching in names. . . 


Ben Cleuch 1 remember, 
with a touch sense. 

This plaque, annotated 
illustrations for vision, 
etched lines of landmarks, 
place and landscape, 1 have not seen 
since I was a boy. 

The land that was present then 
my hazy distant view 
became real psycho-geography: 
knowledge charted, picture, poem, 
walk-through. 



Now on a clear day in the Ochils 
the roles are reversed. 

I see myself, nine years old, 
through the lens 
of a digital camera, recording 
not a parochial blind man's 
sense of what is dear 
but the ghost of curiosity. 

Adjusting contrast, measuring 
as the crow flies, 

a time tunnel is formed across the Forth Valley. 
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